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INTRODUCTION. 


THE PILGRIM’S ADDRESS TO HIS READERS. 


{See Frontispiece.} 


IT is not more in compliance with custom, than in accordance 
with my own feelings, that I now address you. The stranger ever 
jJabours under a disadvantage, who has no one to introduce him to 
the society in which he is to move; nor is this disadvantage dimi- 
nished by his pretending to be a person of consequence. In the 

ance, like the painter, who gives us a simple key to his 
allowed to dispense with ceremony, and proceed 
Ereaders, a short, unvarnished account of myself 
then state my reasons for intruding myself into 














r country, no very profound respect is usually 
ity of lineage, yet I think it not amiss to say, 
}ancient. My father. was a husbandman, and 
ago, dwelt in a beautiful spot in the East. His 
own by the name of Eden. It has ever been a 
ent, of regret and sorrow to our family, that by 
mir father lost his delightful possessions, which he 

away for a little fruit! We was immediately 
s home, and his children have ever since been wan- 


attached t0a iti 
that mame is ¥ 


driven from 
derers and pilgrims, having no “ abiding city.” Our family was at 
one time reduced to the small number of eight persons. These 
lived in the old world; and, on account of an overwhelming 
deluge, built a vessel in which they came to the new world, bringing 
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with them two of every kind of animals which now exist. From 
the time of this voyage to the present, our family has experienced 
many revolutions and calamities. For an account of these, I must 
refer you to our family Records, which have been carefully handed 
down through every generation to the present time: by these it 
will be seen, that at times we have been in prosperity, and then 
again almost cut off from the earth. 

The most remarkable event in our history, took place about 1800 
vears ago. It was then seen by the Being who first created our 
race, that the instructions and commands which he himself had 
written in our Records, were so darkly understood and so seldom 
obeyed, that it was necessary to have very material additions and 
alterations. For this purpose, he commissioned Jesus of Nazareth 
to act as Mediator between himself and our family. At this time 
we received a nuw name, had a new form of government established, 
and received the assurance, that by faith in Jesus, after all our wan- 
derings here, we might hereafter regain the possessions of our 
common father; might meet with all our family, and live forever, in 
ihe fruition of all that the heart can desire. 

For the last 1800 years, our family has varied much as to its 
appearance and prosperity. For the first three centuries, the cloud 
of persecution so lowered over us, that had it not been for the 
almighty power of our Prince, we must have been wnined. by the 
bursting of the storm. But we survived this, to efi coutiter 5 
evil. For several centuries, our teachers al 
Records from the commen brethren, and introe 
and superstitious notions into the family goverm 
sequence was, that though many went under 









Pilgrim family, yet very few were in reality of o A 
darkness was now settled over us, which was pigt rays of 


light. Our leaders successively sat and rivette ? 
rance upon us, till our limbs were so distorted 0 0 S could 
have suspected that we belonged to the Pilgri 
there was an end too of this. ‘The Founder of 
man by the name of Luther, who swept away this 
u magic stroke. He placed one foot on Germany, 
Switzerland, and shook the pillars of superstition with the strength 
of a giant ;—and they tottered, and trembled, and fell! Our 
Records were again restored to us, antl we sprang up from our bed 
of sloth, and our joy echoed over Europe, like the shouts of a nation 
of sloyes on shaking off their chains, 
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At the present time, our family are scattered over the face of the 
earth. They dwell in Europe, in America, and some few are found 
m Asia, in Africa, and in the Isles of the Ocean. After sitting in 
supineness for nearly eighteen centuries, we are just beginning to 
think of obeying the last injunctions of our Prince, who commanded 
us to translate and carry his words to every people on earth. So 
much for my family. I now speak of my present design. 

It will be recollected that about two hundred generations have 
already passed into another state since the first?existence of our 
family ; and that none but those who possess and believe our family 
Records, can hereafter enjoy that happiness which is without end. 
It will also be remembered, that our divine Leader commanded us 
te declare his name over the whole earth; and that this has never 
yet been done. Here, then, is a great duty pressing upon every 
Pilgrim :—to accomplish this, we must immediately sake off the 
sleep of ages, and arise with an energy that will shake the world. 
To aid in this undertaking, will be one special object of my work. 
I cannot see all that is doing for the spread of the Gospel, without 
rejoicing ;—I cannot hear the calls of nations for the bread of life. 
without feeling—cannot see one and another missionary fall, without 
sighing—cannot look at a world rushing to ruin, without yearning. 
if, therefore, I hold a trumpet in my hand, and my readers do not. 

ey may believe I have no energy to blow it. If I speak 
| the subject of missions, it will be because I am in 
coolness, it is because I am asleep, and you hear 
of dreams. ‘To spread a missionary spirit—to 
nary action—to re-echo the voice of dying millions 
heaven—and to give interesting intelligence, is one 
wings which move my machine. 
happen, in the course of my peregrinations, that I 
ose who call themselves Pilgrims, yet who have 
eyes against the flashes of truth, and clothed 
the most specious errors. On such occasions, it 
t aim, never, by passion or prejudice, to violate 
p of love; but to speak in such a manner, that if I 
Tre y writings a century hence, when all my prejudices 
and passions are cool, I could not find a sentence which I would 
wish altered. Yet at such times, it will be my duty to speak with 
firmness and decision. I shall endeavour so to handle the sword. 
that it cannot recoil on myself; and if my antagonists find it has 
point and edge, before they ery “forbear,” they will de well to 
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examine their most vulnerable parts. There are so many error: 
under the cloak of the Pilgrim name, at the present day, that it need 
not be a matter of surprise, if it often becomes my painful duty to 
open their caskets of lovely delusions, and let out the shadows 
which they so fondly hug. ‘To war with error is an imperious duty, 
and they only should shrink from this contest, who are unable to 
wield the proper weapons. I do not agree with those who pretend 
it of little consequence what system of faith they embrace. The 
God of heaven has revealed one correct system; and it is worse 
than in vain to pretend it is of no consequence whether or not we 
are guided by it. I consider the doctrines of the Bible, commonly 
called the doctrines of grace, as necessary articles of faith; but I 
shall never be forward to disagree with any denomination of 
Christians, who believe the great cardinal points of revealed Chris- 
uianity. 

With regard to the plan of my work, I would observe, that 
though I may have a regular plan of my own distinctly marked out, 
yet I know not how my readers can be interested to know it, pro- 
vided they are satisfied with what I place before them. The tastes 
of readers are so dissimilar, their feelings are so different, and their 
modes of thinking are so unlike, that it would be too great vanity to 
presume they will all be pleased with every piece I msert; but if i 
suit none, | shall have the sorrowful reflection, that 
unlike all others. I can reasonably call upon my™ 
for the exercise of candour and moderation; but L@ 
not expect to live on the indulgence of the put 
very high pretentions to learning, yet I hope 
respect, my readers will never be necessitated to 
t can throw one beam of joy into the chamber of si 
support the trembling foot-steps of age, or lead the 
snares which lie concealed under their flowery 
them to the read which leads to the chambers of 4 
can accomplish these, my labours will not be use 7 
uny or all of them, I can only regret, that my 4 
good, were not seconded by a correct judgment. 

Those who are willing to furnish me with their favo 
themselves under the name of correspondents, will ever meet with 
prompt attention. By this it is not meant that I pledge myself to 
publish all or any of their pieces, unless they really merit it. 
Frankness is a trait of character that I ever admire, and hopesome 
small share of it may be seen in the pages of my work. I weuk 
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have it distinctly understood, that I wish none to write or read as a 
personal favour or compliment to myself. 1 wish none to write, 
unless by so doing, they can do good ; and none to read, unless they 
can get good. Nor must my correspondents take offence, if they 
zometimes find alterations in their pieces. The liberty of altering 
or rejecting, I reserve solely to myself; for it is to be supposed that 
he whose business it is to handle the harp, should best know when 
this or that string is to be touched. 

Finally, my readers may rest assured that I deeply feel the 
responsibility which now devolves upon me. The difficulties which 
tend to prevent the formation and continuance of a good periodical 
publication, are many ; but I trust mine is not an ardour that wil! 
wither at the first obstacle, nor a courage that will droop at the first 
struggle. I am aware that frailty, in common to works of this kind, 
must be stamped on my pages. I am also sensible that I am liable 
to mistakes and prejudices; but, making the Bible the tribunal to 
which I shall ever appeal, I hope my readers will never have occa- 
sion to give me an unwelcome, or an ungracious look, as I make my 
monthly visits. It is hoped that my face shall never be so marked 
by sourness or untimely gravity, as to prevent the young from often 
surveying my features; nor so fawning and airy, as to merit the 
rebukes of age. If I frown, it will only be where reproof is neces- 
sary ; if I smile, it will only be to allure. It is my earnest desire to 
exeité the christian to action—to warn from the delusions of error— 
t6itivite to the rewards of wisdom—to cherish a correct taste in 
| writing—and so%to instruct and guide, that I shall fear to meet the 
face of — my pilgrimage here below, nor tremble to 
meet any of readers, at a moment when my labours, and the 
world’ ‘im swhich they were performed, are dissolving before the 
breath of the eternal Judge. 





dine’ .". ri THE PILGRIM. 
; > Saat * 
me & : pt sai 
ae SS 
Ne ‘ag “DECLENSION OF RELIGION IN 





“WW thre of my pilgrimage, I happened, a few years sitice, 
{to visit own of ———-; and as the place itself was pleasant, 
and the situation of things peculiarly interesting, at that time, I was 
jnduced to remain there : a few weeks; for ] deem it not inconsist- 
ent with my profession to consult occasio: nally my own inclination 
and pleasure. What arrested ny attention, and induced my stay 
there, was this; an earnestness of fee ing on te gr eat eyes t of re 

“ivion. manifested by almest every person. A shover of divine in 
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Huence was then des cending, so universal that scarcely one retire 
pot was left unwatered. 

To view its powerful operations, its suddenly transforming e| 

‘ects, was indeed wonderfully interesting and delightful. There 

was a change from barrenness to fertility, from coldness and death 
‘o warmth and life and beauty, so rapid and so transporting, that 
one, in the enthusiasm of the moment, might have exclaimed, “ 7: 

is not earth, but heaven!’ The pleasures and sorrows, the hope 

ind disappointments, the chagrin and the vanity, so frequently aris 

ing from worldly interest, secular pursuits, and selfish teeling, were 
then unknown and unfelt. What the world regards as great and 
ionorable had lost its charm. Riches ceased to dazzle, and the 
enjoyment of life, without a constant reference to eternity, was 
considered not as a blessing, but a curse, as it really is. The na 
tive dignity of man seemed to be then known; and this knowledge 
influenced to dignified conduct, to a consideration of things more 
valuable than those of earth, and to an allegiance to a Sovereign 
vhose kingdom is not of this world. The ingratitude and insensi 

bility of the heart, the perverseness of the will, and the indistinet- 

iess ~ the understanding, toward the goodness, the sovereignty. 
and the justice of Omnipotence, were felt to exist, were heartily 
deplored; anda conviction seized the mind, that these could be 
resisted and overcome, only by the aids of the Divine Spirit. But 
their own condemnation, as sinners, by the law, the aggravation of 
their sins as having been committed amid the enjoyment of gospel 
priv ileges, and a sense of an entire destitution of every thing which 
s pleasing to an holy God, excited the deepest feeling, brought 
down pride and loftiness, and laid all in the dust. Unteigned re 
nentance was exercised; true contrition of heart, such as, David 
“ays, recommends itself to complacency and pardon. 

Being brought to this condition, numbers obtained, or thoughi 
they obtained, an interest in [mmanuel’s love. Feeling in their 
hearts the efficacy of his atonement, and viewing him as the chrefest 
among ten thousand, they became his followers, vowed eternal alle 
viauce to his authority, and resolved that the united efforts of the 
world and the prince of darkness, should never prevent them from 
obeyi ng his omens, and from loving and serv ing him as their 
deliverer and their king. 

Having witnessed the effects of this powerful and extensive revi 
val of religion; having seen such numbers of all ranks and ages, 
irmly and unitedly determine to dissolve their fatal connections 
with objects of earth and sense, to become the faithful and active 
subje cis of the eternal Sovereign, and thus to fit themselves to in- 
latbit a mansion prepared in his courts, 1 could not but exclaam— 
‘Happy Chyistians! Happy fellow Pilgrims! Happy should IT be 
io travel along w ith you through this dark and sinful world to the 
abodes of heaven ! 

\ffer a protracted visit, however, circumstances ren wered it ne 
cossars that [ s! hould Mane this place, and its lovely and interest- 
ng inhabitants. Still | determined, if possible, to renew my visti 
ere Nay vears ret iid elanse: thinking, as I then lett them im = 
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harmonious, peaceful, and heavenly a state, that I should again find 
them, as formerly, active, faithful, humble, and prayerful. 

After I had wandered in various sections of the country, during 
nearly four years; having noticed other events and other appearan- 
ces, and having become acquainted with numerous characters, amid 
the diversity of which there was much to encourage and to please, 
and much also to sadden and disgust; I was permitted, agreeably 
to my earnest wish, and through the goodness and mercy of my 
heavenly Father, to visit again this beloved spot, the remembrance 
of which, during my absence, had often recurred tomy mind. As 
I entered the town, my expectations were great, of seeing a lively 
exhibition of settled permanent religion, and the effects of its genu- 
ine principles, governing with resistless sway the hearts, the ac- 
tions, and the business of men. I did not expect there would nov, 
be presented the teeming germs, the fragrant bloom, and the luxu 
riaht foliage of spring; but I did expect, what is perhaps less en 
chanting, yet not less lovely, the rich harvests of summer, and ma. 
ture fruits of autumn. Such were my hopes: but, alas! on looking 
around to realize them, they proved to be a delusion. In vain ! 
searched, in vain I inquired for that lively interest in religion, that 
exalted piety, and that devotedness to the cause of Christ, which, | 
had reasonably hoped, would now be manifested, by those who had 
professed to be his followers. At first, I could hardly believe that 
1 was now in the place where, four years before, I had beheld the 
power and influence of religion, contrition of heart for sin, renun- 
ciation of worldly pleasures and interests, earnest attachment to 
the scriptures of truth, entire dependence on the merits of the Sav 
iour, and a serious determination to advance his cause. The exter- 
nals of religion were indeed observed; and on the Sabbath there 
would be an assembly, respectable in point of numbers, in the house 
of worship ;-and a cold assent would be given to the words of reli- 
gious truth, as they fell from the lips of their spiritual teacher.—~ 
Here and there might be found one, not wholly destitute of feeling, 
deploring the lukewarmness and indifference which prevailed in 
such an alarming degree; but his influence was too small, and his 
voice too feeble, to arouse to feeling and exertion those who were 
slumbering around him. Neither at the social party, nor in the fa- 
mily circle, was the subject of religion mentioned, and probably it 
was seldom thought of. Worldly pursuits and sensual pleasures 
seemed ta engross the attention of almost all; and the card-table 
and the ball-room were frequented by those who once considered 
their probaticnary season as too precious to be wasted amid such 
irifles. 

With this gloomy prospect before me, I could not but contras' 
what I now saw, with what I had seen four years before; and in 
doing this, I was forced to the exclamation, “ Is religion indeed « 
dream? If not, how can I account for the change, which has taken 
place here, among those, whom | supposed grace would keep from 
talling into a state of such death-like coldness?” 1 confess I felt 
at the time, that the infidel and the sceptic had some reason for 
tanahing at religion, and for doubting its reality. Such a defection as 
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was here manitested by its professors 3, from the duties, tlie practices, 
and the spirit of religion, is indeed reproachful to the name of 
Christian; and, no doubt, is a greater obst acle to its advancement 
than all that infidels or sceptics can ever produce. When Chris- 
tians, if such they can be called, become so unfaithful, so disobedi- 
ent, and so occupied in secular concerns and pleasures, that scarcely 
a shade of difference can be discerned betw een their characters and 
those of mere men of the world; there is then cause to fear, to 
tremble, and to be ashamed. Relapses are sometimes noticed ; yet 
in truth I must say, that I never witnessed one more appalling and 
discouraging than “this among the people in . But let me not 
be considered as destitute of charity. Let 1t not be thought as my 
opinion, that no good effects have resulted from this revival in ; 
-_ as a people and a church, they have made their last state 








vorse than their first, that none have learned to lisp the new son” 


iy asta $ praise, nor -sincerely and heartily repented of sin, 
nor tasted the sweetness of forgiving love. No doubt, amid all the 
colmmess and indifference and worldly concern which existed, there 
were some fervent souls, some earnest prayers, and some steady 
aaa faithful, though silent, exertions for the enkindling of religious 
love, and the awakening of religious fear. Some Achan perhaps 
there was in the camp; some false professors, who never had esca- 
ped from the gall of bitterness and the bonds of iniquity. And 
these, as far as their numbers and their influence extended, must 
have had a most deadly effect on the interests of true religion, and 
the prosperity of the church. How many such there were, the Judge 
of all the earth alone can and will decide. ‘There was, at the time 
of which I am speaking, a pow erful reaction of worldly interest up- 
upon the interests of religion ; a reaction, which is often seen, but 
which is always an indincation of neglect of duty in christians. 

Did chr istians, while they have warmth of fee ling, and are trem- 
blingly alive to the obligations, the duties, the importance and the 
joys of religion, deeply refiect on the dangers of falling into a state 
ot siupidity, and the ‘fatal consequences “resulting therefrom, not 
only to themselves, but to the church and the world, surely they 
would exercise that caution, and maintain that earnestness of ray- 
er, and that attentive observance of every duty, which woul pre- 
vent the destructive’ evil. I know there is an ‘opinion prevalent in 
ihe world, and in the church too, wwe a in some degree justified 
from observation and experience, that the warm sunshine of a revi- 
val must be succeeded by the cold night of stupidity. This opinion 
oucht not to be cherished, especially’ “by pr ofessors of godliness, al- 
though some deplorable facts may seem to establish it. For it is not 

iaught in the bible, nor mentioned by our Saviour to his followers, 
and is not consistent with the principles of christianity. Those 
who endure unto the end, and those only, shall be saved. 

This instance of declension among the people in ——, I have 
wrought forward, not to make the laugh of the unbeliever more open, 
nor to dishearten the fearful and doubting, nor to deaden the slum- 
Ders of Tang uid professors; but that it may serve as a war ning to 

other christians, particularly to those who are now enjoying the 
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blessings ofa revival, that they beware of falling into a state of 
coldness, of becoming less frequent and less earnest in prayer, and 
of forgetting their duty, their bible, and their God. be * 


PEDESTRIAN EXCURSION. 


THAT weare strangers and pilgrims in the world, is a truth which 
seldom comes home to the bosoms of men. Some signal dispensa- 
tion of Providence, the sudden death of a friendthe loss of prop- 
erty, or health, or both, is, in most cases, necessary to the full reali- 
zation of it. Butthere are occasions, when, without such calamities, 
the contemplative mind is led, almost impreceptibly, to such a re- 
flection. During a pedestrian excursion in the month of August, I 
met with various incidents, which, if they were not irrelevant to the 
object of your paper, I might describe for the entertainment of the 
curious reader. 

After many a weary mile, I reached the summit of one of the lof- 
tiest hills of New-Jersey. The prospect which such a commanding 
elevation afforded, was grand. With difficulty I had worried up the 
steepest ascent, and on gaining the top, I involuntarily sat myself 
down to enjoy the refreshing breeze, which disdained the humility 
of the vale Bey As far distant as the eye could reach, was the 
ocean: It was scarcely distinguishable from the soft silvery clouds, 
which, like a crescent, seemed to embrace it. The intervening land- 
scape was greatly diversified ; now rising and falling in gende un- 
dulations, and anon swelling into a ridge of lofty mountains, whose 
dusky summit peered in proud defiance above the little hills below. 
Here and there were scattered country seats, which, from their in- 
sulated situation, as well as their comparative grandeur, were easily 
distinguished from the village houses, socially clustered around a 
neatly steepled church. The serpentine road, winding its way un- 
til lost beneath the over-arching forest trees, and the still more ir- 
regular rivulet which sluggishly crept towards the ocean ;—the rising 
smoke of the distant hamlet—-the sheep which seemed like specks 
beneath the shady trees—the flashing of the sun-beam as reflected 
from the scythe or sickle, all went to heighten a picture, the con- 
templation of which soothed my mind, and introduced a train o! 
profitable reflections. Here, thought I, one can sit, and drink in the 
beauties of the landscape. All is hushed save the lowing of the dis- 
tant cattle, or the chiming of insects, which only serve, by contrast, 
to show the stillness of solitude. Amid the grandeur of this scene, 
I felt my own insignificance. What a niche in creation, said I, do 
{ fili! and how little should I be missed if my life were to terminate 
on the spot where I am sitting! The landscape would still smile 
for others. The busy bustling world would move on, each in his own 
pursuit, nor dream that one link of the vast cham had dropped. ’Tis 
true, in the little circle of home, the voice of an affectionate mother 
would be heard, like Rachel weeping for the loss of her child, and 
ténder-hearted sisters would bear a part in the melancholy dirge : 
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but with regard to the multitude, the language of a late lamented 
bard might be appropriated to me, and with much more probability 
of its proving a true prediction: 


“T should sink, 
As sinks a stranger in the crowded streets 
Of busy London.—Some short bustle’s caused, 
A few enquiries, and the crowds close in, 
And all’s forgotten.” 


Every man, thought I, is eager in the pursuit of some darling object ; 
and though one mortal after another, hastening to the grave, crosses 
his path, he cannot believe that he also is a stranger and a pilgrim in 
the world. I could not but reflect too, on the ten thousand pursuits 
in which my fellow beings were at that moment engaged. Some 
were rolling in splendor through the streets of the metropolis, the 
gaze and admiration of the rabble ; while others were rioting in vo- 
luptuousness and debauchery. Some perhaps were involved in the 
smoke and dust and din of battle, earning the warrior’s crown amid 
the shrieks of the dying and the carcases of the dead. Some were 
devising acts of cruelty, or fraud, or oppression; and some, it might 
be, were terminating with their own hands a life which might have 
been devoted to the cause of humanity, but which, through crimes 
and sins, had become a burden to its possessor. But the greater 
part, I had no doubt, were eagerly and perhaps honestly striving af- 


ter wealth. This I could not indeed class with the catalogue of 


crimes, but I could lament that it was carried to so great an excess. 
Situated as I was, I felt how vain was all the wealth and grandeur 


which obtain in the world, which, like the variegated spangles of 


the morning dew, vanish ere the sun has gained his meridian ; and 
yet, to amass property, how many rise up early, and sit up late, 
and eat the bread of carefulness. Not content with a decent com- 
petency, they would grasp in their wishes the mines of Peru. They 
would substitute, as their happiness, gold for religion, and covet 
more the name of an opulent than of a good man. Vain mortal !— 
Soon must you be stripped of the little you possess, and your bo- 
som, which has so often beat with the hope of gain, be cold in the 
grave. I could not but think, as I sat ruminating, how much more 
{ would give for the assurance of God’s favour, than all the honours 
and riches which flesh is heir to, I could then lay my head on the 
stone where I was sitting, and die. 

I could not but reflect also, and it was with pleasure, that amid 
all the misery and crime and worldly anxiety which then existed, 
there was abroad in the earth a redeeming influence. I could fancy 
that I saw the zealous missionary seated by the side of some heath- 
en idolater, and pointing him from the bloody rites of Paganism to 
the cross of Christ—or some Howard embarked in the cause of Phi- 
lanthropy, “diving into the infections of dungeons, and taking the 
cuage and dimensions of misery,” that he might soothe the sorrows 
of the heart with the balm of Gilead, or administer to suffering hu- 
manity the necessaries of life. I delighted to trace in my imagina- 
dion the stream of christian benevolence, rolling through the moral 
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world, and sending out its rivulets to many abodes of wretchedness. 
But still I could not but reflect how inadequate were the present 
means to counteract so much moral evil as existed in the world. To 
fall into the ranks of benevolence and resist this flood of evil, to 
spend my life in driving human misery from the earth by promoting 
the cause of Christ, seemed the only undertaking worthy the dignity 
of the christian or the philanthropist, and with this resolution I a- 


rose and proceeded on iny journey. INCOGNITUS. 


———— 
2 


“HAVE THEY NOT CAUSE TO WEEP.” 


THOUGH we have sometimes been pained to see the house of 
mourning transformed into the house of feasting, yet have we 
seldom found those who would hesitate to say, while contemplating 
«the end of all men,” that “the living should lay it to heart.’ 
Not so, however, with the day of one’s birth.’ This seems to be 
considered by most, as a proper season for rejoicing; and such 
indeed it would be, were we sure that the rational existence which 
has just begun will be a happy existence. Since, however, the un- 
certainty is great, it becomes us, if we rejoice, to rejoice with 
trembling. 

But more suitable perhaps it might be, to imitate, in this respect, 
some of the heathen nations of antiquity. Among them, as we are 
informed by historians, the birth day of an infant was a day of mour- 
ning for the family. Assembling around, they compassionated the 
child which had had the misfortune to receive the fatal present of 
existence. In this, their conduct seems to have been in strict ac- 
cordance with the maxims of Grecian sages. ‘“ When we reflect,” 
said these wise men, “on the destiny which awaits men on earth, we 
ought to bedew his cradle with our tears.” 

Such were the sentiments of heathen philosophers while contem- 
plating the various sufferings which fall to the lot of humanity in 
this present state of existence, where the cup of affliction is never 
unmingled with mercy. Would they not then have wished that their 
“eyes were a fountain of tears,”’ had they been permitted to send a 
penetrating glance into that world of complete and endless wretched- 
ness, whither shall be driven “all the nations that forget God” ? 
Most surely he who traces the progress of a poor heathen from the 
cradle to the grave, and from the grave down through the flight of 
everlasting ages, must be ready to exclaim, “ There is cause fo weep 
over him.” 

Behold that infant which opens its eyes upon the light of life, in 
India, China, Africa, or our own western wilderness! If the savage 
monsters of the river are not feasted upon its little limbs; if the 
vultures and jackalls riot not upon its flesh; if it be not buried alive 
with its deceased mother ; and if it survive exposure to the cold and 
the tempest, and all the cruel treatment of unnatural parents, what 
then is before it? A childhood and youth of ignorance, suffering, and 
unrestrained indulgence of every evil passion: a manhood speut 
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in the cruel and debasinz service of an idol god: an old age, if his 
years are lengthened out so long, of unkind neglect from children 
and friends, and of gloomy and fruitless attempts to penetrate the 
tenfold darkness which hangs over the tomb. See him at length, when 
the cold dews of death begin to settle upon his brow. No pious 
friend is near to tell him of Him who is “the resurrection and the 
life.” The numerous sins of former years rise to remembrance. 
He sees that he has not acted up to the knowledge which he had of 
ihe character of God, and that he is wholly “ without excuse.” He 
goes down through the dark valley of the shadow of death with no 
compassionate Saviour to sustain him. He awakes in eternity to 
the first knowledge of that only name whereby men can be saved, 
and with the bitterness of despair looks afar off on that happy world 
which might have been his inheritance, if, while on earth, the gospel 
of Jesus had been proclaimed in his ears. 

Oh, you “ who have hope towards God,” should you, through the 
abounding and distinguishing grace of your Saviour be permitted to 
enter upon that rest which remains for his people, can you meet that 
fook and not feel as though you might—as though you ought, to 
have done more for the salvation of the heathen ? 


tOR THE PILGRIM. 
BOOK OF NATURE. 
“ The landscape has his praise, but not its Author.” 


‘Lhe volume of nature opens to the inspection of men a tissue of 
beauties as multiform as the varieties of their taste, and as endless 
as their capacity to admire is unbounded. Whether it is presented 
to the eye of the untutored savage or of the fastidious naturalist, it 
has surface enough to delight the astonished gaze of the one, and 
depth enough to satisly the inquisitive niceness of the other. The 
Creator, in devising the plan of his works, seems to have regarded the 
gratitication of all his intelligent creatures. This part of the crea- 
tion which man occupies, he clothed with decorations suited to every 
grade of his capacity; and for the entertainment of angels he built 
that stupendous orrery where suns are planets ;—an equal match 
for their exalted comprehension. 

But alas! men and angels are unlike spectators of the scenes of 
nature. Although prepared throughout by the same hand, and im- 
pressed with the same divinity, our field of observation is almost the 
tast place where we think of its Creator, while theirs re-echoes with 
his praise. Strange, that an intelligent being, formed for such chaste 
and exquisite enjoyinent as the beauties of nature inspire, should 
ever be so absorbed in his own gratification, as to forget the Power 
that made him such, or the skill that designed the sources of his hap- 
piness! And yet, amidst what exhibitions of the majesty, wisdom 
and benevolence of God, is the heart of man insensible of his exis- 

evee! ‘The seasons pass in order before his eve; the verdant car- 
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pet and the snowy mantle alternately clothe his prospect; he sees, 
and smiles to see the change, but observes not nor heeds the hand 


that wrought it. By day, he extends his vision down the landscape, 


where grass and flowers display their rival charms, and rivulets 


sparkle im the sun; or along its rising slope, where forests tower, 


and the golden harvest waves obeisance to the passing breeze ;—by 
night, he litte it to the shining wonders of the firmament, in their 
nature vast, in their order sublime, and in their number infinite ;— 
his eye is filled with images of beauty, life and splendor, his taste 
delighted, his intellect employed; but from the whole panorwna 
perhaps he has not gleaned one thought of God, its great first cause. 


“6 Unconcerned who formed 
“The paradise he sees, he finds it such, 
« And such well pleased to find it, asks no more.” 





He finds it such, for the Creator has not placed this source of our 
happiness where it would cost us years of labor to discover and 
possess it; nor was it made a luxury which, from its kind, can be 
but now and then enjoyed. But man opens his eyes upon it with 
the earliest light he sees, and, while he lives, itis ever in his hands 
and at his will. This very circumstance, however, which should 
naturally render the field of nature so advantageous a school for 
learning the character and will of God, and so eligible a temple for 
his praise ; by reason of our perversion, has not alittle influence in 
fixing our cing. 8 to every consideration beyond itself. And pie- 
ty, where we should most of all expect it to be awake and active, is 
most asleep. 

The enjoyment which we feel in pursuing the walks of nature, 
and in regaling the sight upon the profuseness of beauty around us 
is generally thought innocent, to whatever extent and in whatever 
Way it is experienced. Itis, as it robs no other of his fullest share 
of the same happiness, nor casts contempt upon the things which 
God has made. But the noblest end the Maker had in view, was to 
reflect glory on his own perfections. Had he been at the pains to 
build a universe only to afford his creatures the mere pleasure of be- 
holding it, then it would be our best conformity to his will to be- 
hold that universe, and to feel that pleasure. But when He did 
more than this, and wrote his character and law in living lines upon 
his works; giving to some no other revelation of Himself, and to 
others none but such as was intended to explain and corroborate this ; 
shall we be innocent, while, unmindful of His instruction and His 
praise, we trample down His fairest works, to revel in the pleasures 
of our own taste? No—we must do more than seek our own gratifi- 
cation, even in the possession of unforbidden things. Our rule of 
right is not on to refrain from doing what is, in itself, wrong, but 
also to fulfil all that duty which the command of God has made it 
right forus to do. And He has filled the ethereal space with suns 
and worlds, and bids us look at more than we can comprehend, and 
adore His infinite design. When we walk abroad, He tells us to lift 
our eyes upon the gilded clouds, the lofty mountains, the little hills, 
the yales, and streams: and praise the skill that could devise, and 
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the word that could call into existence, wonders that human thought 
can never span, and beauties that human art has been unable to copy 
in as many thousand years as he employed but days, in creating 
them. He bids us behold the air, carth, and sea, full of animals, th at 
enjoy and sport away their little existence, while nature spontane- 
ously provides them with their fill of every thing; and speak of his 
benevolence. He bids us look upon the wastes where thorns and 
briars spring, and think how man rebe elled upon the w aving corn 
and pendent fruit, and think how God forgives. He bids us, in the 
changing seasons, see the “ varied Godt 3 ant in their ever due 


return, behold jlim still the same. * yh. 


— 


Will a dying World ever live? 
TO THE PILGRIM. 


Sir, 

PERMIT me to introduce myself to your notice, with that 
frankness and simplicity which become a professed follower of the 
Lord Jesus. Iam informed, that, looking not so much to “ things 
seen and temporal,” as to those “unseen and eternal,” you are 
endeavouring to walk the heavenly road, and to seek “ a city which 
hath foundations.”” With christian humility, I would observ e, that 
my we pak isthe same. Like you, too, I feel a deep interest in the 
eternal welfare of “my kinsmen after the flesh,” a great portion 
of whom are “ aliens from the commonw ealth of Israel, Be hcam 
gers to the covenant of promise.” For their salvation I daily wres- 
tle with God in prayer; and for their salvation I feel willing “to 
spend and be spent. oo 

It was at the close of a very fine day in Juiy, that I took my hat 
and left my room, intending to take an evening walk. The sun had 
just sunk ‘beneath the hills, as [I passed the confines of my native 
village. As I advanced, davlight fast disappeared ; and, at length, 
the moon, as if conscious of her - office, shone with peculiar splendor. 
Espying a beautiful elm a few yards distant, 1 quickened my pace, 
aan soon seated myself beneath its widely extended branches. 

I had not been tonne in this situation before I began to be impres- 
sed with a sense of the wisdom and goodness of the Great Crea- 
ror. To aid my devoiuon, I took out my pocket-bible, turned to 
the eighth psalm, and read aloud the following verses: “ When I 
consider thy heavens, the work of thy fingers, t the moon and the stars 
which thou hast ordained, what is man, t that thou art mindful of him, 
or the son of man, that thou visitest himfr’? The interrogation came 
home to my mind with peculiar emphasis. ‘That the iniinite Jeho- 

vah, the being who calied from nought those dazzling orbs with 
which I was surrounded , should regard worms of the “dust w—and 
that He should send His own Son to die for their sins, seemed to de- 
mand the warmest gratitude, the highest acts of praise. Humbled 
under a conviction of my unworthiness, and adoring that love by 
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which I hoped I had been made spiritually acquainted with my Ma- 
ker, I enjoyed a peace of mind, the remembrance of which is sweet. 
But the consideration that there were millions of my fellow crea- 
tures who knew not the God I was worshipping, nor the way of sal- 
vation by His Son, changed my praise into a prayer,—that “He 
who commanded the light to shine out of darkness, would shine into 
the hearts” of those who were “ sitting in the region and shadow of 
death.” Just at this moment the well known sound of the church 
bell echoed through the fields ; reminding me of a Missionary Ser- 
mon, which it was expected would be preached that evening. Ri- 
sing, therefore, from my pleasant seat, I bent my course homeward, 
and soon came in full view of the church. 

Here, again, I paused, and reflected on the state of the heathen. 
It was a solemn consideration, that while we were assembling to 
worship the true God, they were bowing down befvre gods of wood 
and stone ; and that, while we were pointed to heaven, they were 
rushing down to hell. Having implored a blessing on the Word, I 
advanced with considerable rapidity, entered the church, and took 
my seat. The speaker was Dr. ****. His Sermon was indeed a 
Missionary sermon. After he had given a summary of facts with 
regard to the heathen, he observed,“ With this view of the subject, 
I cannot but consider their situation as highly alarming. Many in- 
deed tell us, that the heathen are in no danger ; but with the page of 
Inspiration before me, I am compelled to believe that they are sinners 
—are enemies of God, and exposed to eternal death. May more 
than one Braryarp or Newe tt go and bid them look to Jesus and 
live forever !”? Service being eniked, I returned to my room with 
feelings which you can better imagine than I describe. 1 seated 
myself in my easy chair, and, what with fatigue and mental excite- 
ment, I fell into a partial drowse, and my train of thought into a kind 
of sentimental reverie. 

I thought, that as the statement of facts in the sermon was so 
alarming, it was time that something should be done on my part, to 
save a perishing world. For this purpose I determined, first, to vi- 
sit those places of the earth that were “ full of the habitations of cru- 
elty ;” to ascertain their particular situation ; then, to return, and 
pursue such a course of conduct as duty and Providence might point 
out. In imagination I was soon conveved to India, and seated on 
the banks of the river Ganges. Looking down upon the water, 1 
saw several persons bathing, some of whom sung; others, raising 
their eyes toward heaven, and clapping their hands, uttered sounds 
expressive of the highest pitch of enthusiasm. In a short time they 
came out of the water, and ascending the bank where 1 sat, mani- 
fested no small degree of surprise at seeing one of an appearance so 
dissimilar to theirs. I asked them the meaning of the service they 
had been performing. ‘They replied, “ We have been washing a- 
way our sins !” 

I then beheld a man advancing towards us, the quickness of whose 
pace seemed somewhat remarkable, as 1 fudged him to be seventy 
years old. When he had come so near as to be heard, | was con- 
vinced that it was his intention to drown himself in the Ganges. 
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Seeing me, he iurned to the right, as if going to another part of tie 
bank. Determined to know the result, | immediately pursued him. 
‘The moment he perceived this, he weer to increase his exertions 
to gain the edge of the bank; exclaiming, at the same time, « L have 
lived long enough! Life hes been tome a gloomy vale—a scene o! 
sorrow. Gone to the heavenly world are my wife and children—— 
and why should J stay behind ?”? As he said this, he plunged into 
the river, and sunk to rise no more! 

Poor, deluded wretch! cried I. Better, far better for him, had 
he never been born. Nothing appears, but that he will for ever 
realize the truth of the de sclaration, «There is a way that seemelit 
right unto a man, but the end thereof are the ways of death.” 

“Retu: ning to the place first mentioned, and finding nobody there, 
T bent my course down the river. As [ passed alone, [ was shock- 
ed at seeing several infants suspended from the limbs of trees; es 
pecially, as many of them were so far consumed by the ants, that 
only their skeletons remained. 

ds this a world of feeling ! exclaimed I, as I seemed to step on 
the bones of one of these little sufferers; or has the course of na- 
ture become so changed, that mothers can expose their infant off 
spring to the rude blasts of heaven? An unknown voice replied, 
“ Recollect ; you are among the heathen:” and told me to proceed. 

When I had travelled about four miles, I came to a place where 
T saw several people standing round a heap of faggots. IT was in 
formed, a nuRNING was about to take place. Presently a woman 
advanced, following the corpse of her deceased husband. While 
the necessary preparations were making, { stepped up to a bystan- 
der, and inquired whether this act w as usually voluntary on the 
part of the sufferer? He replied, “It is; though,” he added, “the 
person now before us would probably have save ed her life had she 
been able.”? At these words the widow looked on me with an eye 
but too expressive of the emotions of her soul. [asked her if she 
had ever heard of one Jesus, whose office was “ to bind up the bro 
ken hearted,’ and to be “the widow’s God?” Her answer con- 
vinced me that she was a Christian. It appeared that a bible had 
been given her about ten years before, and that she had once in her 
life heard its truths explained, by a Missionary of the Cross. “1 
was at that time,” said she, “I was at that time convinced, thai 
the gods my nation worship are € vanity and a lie,”’ and was, as I 
trust, led to w orship the Gop of the Christians, w ‘ho i is the only 
living and true Gop. With regard to my husband,”"——(Here she 
was so affected that she could “not proceed)—* But why should I 
weep !’? she soon exclaimed, drying her tears: “ My husband is in- 
deed dead; and by the laws of my “countr y my body must burn on 
the same pile with his: But what is such ‘a scene as this in compa- 
rison with the worth of the soul, and the retributions of that eterni- 
ty npon which T shall in afew moments enter? True, for my help- 
jess children I feel a solicitude which none at mothers can feel ;— 
bué my Saviour will prote ct them; and into his hands | commit bot) 





them and myself.’ As she said this, she fell on her knees, and 
continued in fervent prayer, till a person came near and told her to 


— et 


Omen ii 








i 


- ee ee 





The Death Bed. oF 


rise adding, ‘ every thing is now ready.’ She ascended the pile ap- 
hee y without emotion, and was bound at the side of her husband. 
Fire being applied to the faggots, an end was soon put to her mor- 
tal existence. The last words I heard her utter were, “ Lord Je- 
sus, receive my spirit !”” 

How different, thought I, leaving the spectacle and proceeding 
enward, was the death of this widow, from that of the old gentle- 
man mentioned above. ‘The one died like a rational person, and a 
Christian ; the other was “ driven away in his wickedness,” being 
“left to believe a lie,” that he “ might be damned.” The one has 
exchanged a world of woe for a world of bliss ? the other died but 
to be more miserable than he was before. And why was this poor 
woman selected from the thousands that were left to perish? “Even 
so, Father, for so it seemed good in thy sight.” “O the depth of 
the riches both of the wisdom and knowledge of God! How un- 
searchable are His judgments, and His ways past finding out !” 

By this time, I was brought to a stand,—hesitating, whether to 
proceed further, of to return. I had seen people drowning them- 
selves in the Ganges—infants suspended from the limbs of trees, 
and left to perish from want of sustenance ;—I had seen roads white. 


ned by the bones of these innocent sufferers, and women burning on ° 


the funeral pile,—enough to remove from my mind every doubt with 
regard to the dreadful situation of the heathen. But, I asked 
myself, Must they forever remain in this state of wretchedness ? 
Must thousands after thousands of immortal beings, come into the 
world but to be ignorant, and leave it but to be miserable? Is 
there any decree which prevents the salvation of so large a portion 
of Adam’s race? Did the Saviour die for a part of the human 
family merely, or for every man? Did He commission His 
ministers to preach the Gospel to a few individuals, or to “ all 
nations”? Where, in the Scriptures of truth, is it said, that the 
soul of a heathen is less valuable than that of any other human 
being? And, in the conversion of the Pagan nations, is a miracle 
to be expected ? Must they not be converted by the preaching of 
the Gospel ? And can preachers go among them “ except they be 
sent”? The falling of a brand upon the hearth, aroused me from 
my dream of meditation—from my imagknary excursion among 
awful realities. 1 then resolved to engage in such a course of opera- 
tions as would be best calculated to promote the present and 
eternal welfare of the heathen. Some account of the success that 
attended my exertions, I may give you hereafter. 


—_— 
FOR THE PILGRIM. 
THE DEATH BED. 


WHEN the world begins to recede from our view, and the realities 
of eternity are just — to burst upon us, we begin to form some 
just estimate of the consolations of religion, and some rational though 
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still imperfect conceptions of the immense value of souls, and the 
unportance of their salvation. But while the storms of adversity 
slumber, and death appears to be lingering on the borders of distani 
years, and we are cheered with the sunshine of health and prosper- 
ity, we are apt to place at a remoie distance those momentous thi: igs 
m9 th concer us as dying creatures, and “ put far away the evi! 
day,”? which say suddenly come uponus. The ated sound o! 
alarm just interrupts our slumber,—dies away upon the ear: we 
imagine all is well—turn our heads upon the soft pillow, ant do sink 
again to repose. But as the cry approaches with increasing loud. 
ness, and the constant peals of the alarm-bell strike upon our ear ud 
the bursting flame throws a dazzling light over our drowsy eyes, we 
w ake—start up—torsake our slumber s, and rush forth to secure ou 
own safety and aid in rescuing others from impending danger. 

The most zealous and active christian, who has accustomed him- 
self to meditate much on the scenes of death, and the concerns of a 
future world, when he comes to view these subjects near, and to 
luok at them in the light of eternity, finds that he has had very im- 
perfec t conceptions of their m< wnitude aud importance. He feels 
that all his labors and exertions have been but weak and feeble 
attempts, and is astonished that he has so long slumbered over per 
ishing souls. With what earnestness do we see many on a dying 
bed, urging christians to greater faithfulness, and pleading with im 
penitent sinners to become reconciled to God ! 

WwW C , who died a few months since at » Was a youtli 
of more than ordinary attainments in piety. He had consecrated 
himself to the service of his Divine Master, and was looking forward 
with ardent hopes of being useful in the work of the ministry. He 
entered college, and had little more than half completed his course, 
when he was called to pass through a scene which youth are seldom 
expecting to meet so soon. Death marked him out for his victim, 
and fierce disease seized his frail body to hurry him to the grave. 

On the 22d of February he was suddenly attacked witha disorder 
which threatened soon to terminate his earthly pilgrimage. The 

day preceding he was in good health, and his prospects of life were 
as ‘flattering as those which are now spread before you, dear reader. 
Little, probably, did he think, that so soon he was to bid farewell to 
all he held dear on earth. Little did he realize that in one short 
week, the cold hand of death would be upon him. ‘The rapid pro- 








gress of his disease excited apprehensions of danger in the minds of 


his friends. His distress soon became very great. But in the midst 


of this affliction and distress he saw the secret and tender hand of 


a gracious God. Instead of being terrified at the dreadful summons, 
he beheld the ‘grim messenger > with a calm and undisturbed mind, 
and welcomed the disease which was to carry him to his ev erlasting 
rest. One night, while exercised with severe pain, he said to his 

sister, “ this is all well.’ His sister mentioned the recent happy 
death of an acquaintance, and he unmediately began to repeat these 
lines : 


* Happy soul! thy days are ended, 
* All thy mourning days below,” &c 
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When he had finished the hymn he said, “ O if that could be said 
of me !—but it is too much.” At times his pain was more moderate, 
when he would converse very freely, and engage in singing, an 
exercise in which he took much delight. As the sabbath dawned 
he appeared to rejoice, and began to sing 


“ Welcome sweet day of rest,” Ke. 


He often requested the scriptures to be read, and was desirous to 
have his christian friends pray with him. In the intervals of distress 
he would say to his sister-—* My dear H——, read some in that 
blessed book.—Are we alone? pray, H ”? One night when his 
distress was very great, he appeared to be in darkness, and exclaim- 
ed « My God, my God, why hast thou forsasen me fF” At another 
time, when he had experienced such pain as to deprive him of sleep 
for a long season, he said, “O my heavenly Father, if it be consistent 
zive me sleep.”? But this short season of darkness was soon suc- 
ceeded by the cheering light of a Saviour’s love. 

A short time before he died, he was asked, what he wished to have 
prayed for? He replied, « Life, Eternal yo and Glory.” He 
was evidently drawing near to the final hour, when his soul 
would quit this clayey tabernacle and mingle with purer spirits 
above. He remembered his classmates affectionately, and often 
spoke of them with concern for their welfare. He attempted to 
dictate a letter to some distant friends, but finding himself too weak, 
he desisted, and requested his friends to write for him. “'Tell them” 
said he “ a Saviour is provided for them and us, and if we do not ac- 
cept him, God have mercy on us.” The school instructors in the 
place coming in to see him, one of them said to him, “it is a great 
thing to have a good hope in death.” He replied, “Oh Mr. C » 
inay God give it to us both; amen, amen. For you Mr. E i 
make the same request, amen, amen forever.”? ‘To another he said, 
«It may seem strange that I should ever say any thing to you; but 
on the borders of another world, it may not be impertinent to speak 
a word ona concern of such infinite moment. Think much of a 
preparation for death: You cannot think too earnestly, too early, 
nor too constantly : You cannot, I say, think too early, too earnestiy, 
nor too constantly on your situation. And may God help you to 
prepare, amen, amen.” To a neighbor he said, “ Perhaps 1t is im- 
proper for me to advise you, as I am so much younger than you are ; 
hut in this situation, let me ask if all are not teo apt to neglect their 
souls? If you would attend to this subject, it would be in your pow- 
er to do much good in the world. My dear sir, save yourself, save 
yourself, save yourself, and your children.” 

His mind seemed to strengthen, as he approached the river of 
death. A short time before he died he repeated, or rather adopted 
as his prayer, the following verse : 











** Give me the wings of faith to rise 
Within the veil, and see 

The saints above, how great their jovs, 
How bright their glories be.” 
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As his sister was repeating a hymn at his request, when she had 
finished these lines, 


“ Bid death’s cold stream and flood divide, 
And land him safe in heaven,” 


He requested her to repeat them again, and listened with calm and 
fixed attention. 

His speech shortly after failed. His sister asking him if he enjoyed 
peace of mind, he gently moved his head, and a smile sat upon his 
countenance, which indicated the heavenly joy that beamed on his 
soul. About ten minutes after this, his spirit burst from its prison 
of mortality and took its aerial flight. He expired without a 
struggle or a groan, and without any discomposure of his features, 
with his head resting on his arm in a natural sleeping posture. 

Thus died this amiable and interesting youth. In one short 
week he passed through all the changes which translate the christian 
from this world of trial to his everlasting state of rest. From health, 
and strength, and vivacity, and the enjoyment of the blessings and 
pleasures of life, he passed to a scene of sickness and distress; and 
through this trying and painful path he was led to the gates of death. 
He saw them open—he looked into the grave—darkness for a mo- 
ment hung around its cold walls—he cast his eyes beyond and saw 
alight beaming from heaven,-—he entered and walked fearlessly 
through the dark valley ;—we saw him going up to meet his Saviour. 
He turned not back nor cast a lingering look behind. O! who 
would call him back from the bosom of his Redeemer ?—and who 
does not say, “ Let me die the death of the righteous, and let my 
Jast end be like his ?° O. 


FOR THE PILGRIM. 
SACRED GEOGRAPHY. 


THE time has been, when a pilgrimage to the Holy Land was 
esteemed as one of the most meritorious acts that could be perform- 
ed. During the dark ages, both before and after the Crusades, 
multitudes from all parts of Christendom were constantly flocking 
thither. Even at the present time, thousands of Greek and Arme- 
nian Christians go up from year to year to keep the passover at 
Jerusalem. 

But though the Pilgrim must disapprove such a superstitious re- 
gard for the land of the Patriarchs, of the Prophets and Apostles ; 
even for the land where the Saviour himself lived and died ; still 
he would wish to turn the attention of his readers to its geography 
and history. Every one knows how much livelier an interest is 
imparted to any event, by an acquaintance with the place where it 
transpired. Most persons too, must have observed how, after the 
period of childhood is passed, the Scriptures are by the greater part 
of mankind, either wholly neglected, or read with little satisfaction 
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‘Yo bring back these wanderers from the path of happiness to a more 
diligent study of the Word of Life, is the principal object of the 
Pilgrim, in recommending a careful attention to the geography of 
Palestine and the adjacent countries. It would surely require but 
little pains to become familiar with all the more important places 
from “ the river of Egypt to the great river, the river Euphrates.” 
And methinks it would be not a little gratifying to be able to fol- 
low the Father of the faithful, from the time he went forth from Ur 
of the Chaldees, until in a good old age “‘ he was buried in the cave 
of Macpelah ; to accompany also the children of Israel, in their 
journeyings through the wilderness ; to attend on the footsteps of 
the prophets ; to trace the progress, in latter times, of Him who 
went about doing good ;”? and to attend on his apostles, as they went 
preaching the gospel “from Jerusalem round about unto Il yricum.” 

Such a knowledge of Sacred Geography would not only tend to 
allure many to a study of the Scriptures, but also to illustrate nu- 
merous passages which must otherwise be obscure. For these and 
other obvious reasons the Pilgrim would hope to find in his monthly 
visits, a continually increasing attention to sacred Geography and 
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io Jewish History, Antiquities, and Customs. 


TO THE EDITOR. 
SIR, 

IF you should think the following account of my visit to the 
‘Tuscarora Indians worthy of a place in your publication, it is quite 
at your service; and if it should have the effect of convincing any 
individual who may doubt of the possibility of the civilization and 
religious improvement of the North American Indians, and of indu- 
cing him to lend his aid in-the accomplishment of so laudable an ob- 
ject, I shall not have written to you in vain. 

{n the month of August last, having visited that stupendous ex- 
hibition of the greatness and power of God in the works of nature, 
which the Falls of Niagara display, I determined on visiting the 
milder exhibition of his greatness and power in the operation of grace 
on the minds of the poor Indians in the neighborhood: and accord- 
ingly, on Thursday, the 23d day of August last, 1 accompanied two 
gentlemen of Baltimore from the village of Lewiston, on the Nia- 

ara river, to the village.of the Tuscarora Indians, about three miles 

istant. We left Lewiston about five in the morning, and soon ar- 
rived at the Indian village, where we found several Indian families 
enjoying the comforts of domestic life, and were gratified in seeing 
their implements of husbandry, and arrangements for carrying on 
the cultivation of their lands in a manner superior to our expecta- 
tions. As we proceeded through the village, we met Mr. é rane, 


the missionary minister who is settled among these people, and re- 
ceived from him a very satisfactory account of their moral and re- 
ligious progress since the tribe became Christians; after which, the 
two gentlemen of Baltimore left me to proceed on their journey 


home, and I spent the day in the village with Mr. Crane, who in- 
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vited ime to his house, and introduced me to his family, consisting 
of his wife and Miss Brown, persons very well qualified and dis- 
posed to give him every assistance in the object of the mission. 

In the ¢ evening | returned to Lewiston, but visited the Indian vil- 
lage again on Friday morning, —_— the day there, and slept at Mr. 
Crane’s house in the evening; so that, on that day and Saturday, I 
had an opportunity of forming an acquaintance with several of the 
tribe, and of observing their industrious habits and general good 
conduct. On Sunday, the 26th, I attended at their place of public 
worship early in the morning, and found Miss Brown, assisted by 
two young men, who were Indians, instructing some Indian children 
m reading; and it was very pleasing to see the docility with which 
the children received their instructions. About 11 o’clock the con- 
eregation began to arrive, dressed in dinie best blankets and orna- 
ments, the women taking their station at the right hand side of the 
pulpit, and the men in front. On the left stood Kusick, an Indian 
chief, who was to interpret the sermon; and I sat near him. 

About 12 o’clock, Mr. Crane said, It is time Kusick to begin.— 
Kusick then called on the Indian choir, who opened their music 
books and stood up, one of them saying, in an audible voice, “ The 
Old Hundredth”—and, naming the hymn i in the Indian language, 
they s sang in the same larfguage to that tune ver y correctly, and the 
voices of the women were very melodious. Mr. Crane then prayed, 
and another hymn was sung, in the same manner as the former, to 
the tune they ‘called « Plymouth” ; after which Mr. Crane preach- 
ed an excellent sermon in English, from John v. 40, “Ye will not 
come to me that ye might have life.” Kusick, the interpreter, trans- 
lated every sentence, as it was spoken, into his own language, and 
used the same tone and manner as the preacher. He began thus— 
«T shall speak to you this morning, brothers, from the 5th chapter 
of John—¥ e will not come to me “that ye might have life. When 
our Lord Jesus Christ was on the earth, he was a great teacher— 
and what he taught was truth. Among other things, he taught the 
irue way to obtain eternal life, and showed clearly that those who 
sinned against God exposed themselves to the danger of eternal 
death. The greatest evil Christ found among the Jews was the 
hardness of their hearts. This is the greatest evil among you, my 
brothers. Many of your hearts are hardened against God and a- 
xiinst religion. Some are willing to come to God, but not with their 
whole heart. Such persons are witling to hear but not to do the will 
of God. T hey are willing to be called Christians, but are not wil- 
ling to be C hristians indeed :—they are not w illing to give up all to 
Christ: and it is because their hearts are so hard. Christ told the 
Jews they would not come to him that they might have life:—and 
now, brothers, you have the same words before you. Christ, in his 
vospel, now speaks to you; and it is the same with you as it was 
with the Jews. You, brothers, will not come to Christ that you 
might have life: and the reason why you will not come is, your 
hearts are as hard as theirs were; and your danger is as great as 
theirs. [have often told you this; and [ now tell you so again, 
and shall endeaveur to prove it.? Thus Mr. C. continued, and 
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intreated his hearers to come to Christ and receive all the blessino< 
of his gospel, which were freely offered to them, “ without money 
and without price,” and concluded with a solemn warning againsi 
the danger of delay. 

When the sermon was ended, Mr. Crane called on an Indian, na 
med George, to pray ; and he offered up a prayer in the Indian lan- 
guage, with apparent energy and eloquence ; after which, Mr. C. 
pronounced the usual blessing, and the congregation were dismis- 
sed. 

I then accompanied Mr. Crane to the house pf Kusick, the chief, 
where we were met by the sachem Sacharissa, and several other In- 
dians, who conversed with us through the medium of interpreta- 
tion, ’till the afternoon service at church, which was conducted in 
the same manner as in the morning, except that Kusick prayed in- 
stead of George. After the prayer, the sachem Sacharissa, who is 
a very venerable old man, and the first of the tribe who became a 
Christian, stood up and made an ération in the Indian language, 
in which, (as Mr. Crane informed me) he alluded to my visit from 
beyond the great waters ; and exhorted his brethren to unplore the 
Great Spirit to protect ne in my pilgrimage through their country, 
and in my voyage home to England. This the congregation seem- 
ed to be very willing to do, and offered me their hands as I de- 
parted with countenances of great kindness and friendly feelings. 

I returned to Mr. Crane’s house, and from thence in the evening 
to Lewiston, much pleased that I had made this visit, and with a 


conviction on my mind that Indians are as susceptible as others of 


moral and religious impressions. Their deportment, during the 
whole of my intercourse with them, was mild and gentle; and their 
conduct during public worship was worthy of the imitation of other 
Christians, who would do well in following it. The morning was 
rainy, and several Indian men did not arrive till Mr. Crane had be- 
gun to pray. They listened at the door, and would not open it, 
nor disturb the congregation till the prayer was finished. ‘Two of 
the women had infants in their arms, and on their making the least 
appearance of restlessness they retired with them outside the door, 
and returned to join in the solemnities of the service as soon as pos- 
sible. 

It happened on my return through Canandaigua, that one of the 
Indian youth was passing through, on his way to Cornwall, to be 
educated, as I understand, for the ministry. He had seen and 
conversed with me at his own house in the ‘Tuscarora village, and 
when I found him at the hotel at Canandaigua, was singing a hymn 
in the Indian language, to please the people at the inn, but the mo- 
ment he saw me he sprung forward from the company who surroun- 
ded him, and seized my hand with rapture, such as the best of our 
species feel when they meet with a friend whom they love. I need 
not tell you I was rejoiced to meet him. 

The excellent Mr. Crane, his wife, and Miss Brown, are very 
greatly respected and beloved by the tribe; and Mr. C. is general - 
ly accosted by the venerable title of Father, although he probably 
has not attained the SOth year of his age. He is incessant in his 
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missionary labours, and told me that eighteen had become commu- 
nicants, that many more were daily expected, and that he had no 
doubt of considerable improvement among them when he should re- 
side nearer the centre of the village, which he intended to do as soon 
as a small house, then erecting, should be finished, and he should 
be enabled to hold more frequent conferences and prayer meetings 
among them. 


Iam, Sir, your obedient servant, 
THOS. JARMAN. 


THE FUNERAL. 


« A soul without reflection, like a pile 
Without inhabitant, to ruin runs.” 


Mr. Pitcrm, | 
FULLY sensible, from my own experience, of the important 
truth contained in the sentence I have quoted, I resolved, on com- 
mencing a ramble into the country, to embrace every favorable op- 
ortunity for serious reflection, and endeavour to derive lessons of 
instruction from any interesting occurrences that might fall under 
my observation. 

{ entered on my ramble, indulging in that agreeable reverie which 
a view of the lovely fields of nature is calcnlated to awaken, and 
humbly attempting a tribute of praise to the great Author of all 
things. In a few hours I reached an eminence which overlooks the 
village of ———; and my attention was suddenly arrested by the 
appearance of about twenty or thirty of the villagers, collected at a 
house near the foot of the hill, which I was then descending. It 
was a funeral. I mingled with the group, and began to make some 
inquiries, naturally suggested by the occasion. I was presently in- 
formed, that the deceased was a female, about forty years of age ; 
that she had been a professor of religion for more than twenty 
years; and that her exemplary life and christian conversation, had 
ssiven abundant evidence to all who knew her that she was a fol- 
lower of Jesus, though she had by no means been free from appre- 
hensions of being self-deceived. Happy, thought I, are those 
whose evidence of piety rests not on afew bursts of passion, or 
flights of fancy, exerted by the rack of nature, buton a life uniform- 
iv devoted to the service of Christ. Whether such a person dies 
triumphing over the king of terrors, or trembling and shrinking back 
trom his terrific grasp, is a matter of small importance. 

If the heart has really been devoted to the Saviour, (and surely 
ihe best evidence of this is a pious life,) it can never be moved from 
its firm foundation. He who gathers the lambs in his arms, and 
earries them in his bosom, will never forsake his charge; and though 
the grim tyrant may frown, and seem to triumph tor a while over 
his helpless victim; yet he can never destroy the peace of the true 
believer, The sont that trusts in Jesus, will at length be complete- 
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ly delivered from every foe, and made forever happy in the presence 
of the everlasting God. 

After a short prayer by the clergyman of the parish, a procession 
was formed, and the remains were conducted to the house appointed 
for all the living: The mother of the deceased, an aged widow, 
worn out with fatigue, and sinking under the weight of her sorrows, 
was unable to attend the mourniul ceremony. An onlv brother, 
who had reduced himself to the most distressing circumstances, by 
his idleness and intemperance ; a pious sister, and a niece with her 
husband, were the only mourners that followed the procession to 
thegrave. No tolling bell announced our silent tharch; no splendid 
pageantry, nor costly ensigns of woe, attempted to grace the solemn 
scene. Sones appendage was simple, every tongue was mute,—all 
was still and solemn as the hollow caverns of the silent tomb. In- 
deed, what heart could be vain, or what countenance trifling, at such 
atime as this? Whocould be present at such a scene, and not 
feel himself forced to reflect on his own mortality? What heart 
is so hardened as not to melt under the pathetic exhortation of 
the man of God, when, with these emblems of mortality before 
him, he directs the attention to the unseen and awful realities of 
eternity? , 

When we arrived at the grave, and the dust was mingling with 
its kindred dust, the awful silence with which the whole ceremony 
had been conducted, was suddenly broken by the faithful preacher ; 
anxious that so favourable an opportunity should not pass unim- 

roved. He spoke for a few minutes with a solemnity correspond- 
ing to the occasion, ,and with an earnestness that gained the 
attention and affected the hearts even of the careless and stupid. 
Even gay and thoughtless yu whose chief object seemed to have 
been to destroy serious reflection, by engaging in the giddy round 
of pleasure, were now brought to a serious pause; and for that 
moment, at least, they felt that they also were mortal. With this 
sad testimony to the frailty of man before them, they could not but 
reflect, that they likewise must be called to part with earthly joys, 
and take their flight into the unknown regions of eternity. Ah! 
what satisfaction do their vain amusements afford them now? 
Surely the trifling pleasures they may have enjoyed, while engaged 
in the idle sports that have so much occupied their attention, must 
be more than counterbalanced by the pain they now feel in reflect- 
ing on their sinand folly. Oh! how unwise, (1 exclaimed to myself, 
as I witnessed the painful emotions depicted in their countenances) 
what consummate folly is it, for rational beings to sport like the 
butterfly through the short summer of life, when the end of such a 
course 1s known to be sorrow and remorse! 

But, what rendered the scene still more affecting, was the state of 
feeling manifested by the brother of the deceased, beforementioned. 
He was near sixty years of age—his whitening locks and withering 
limbs spoke a language too plain to be misunderstood ; whilst the 
warning voice that issued from the opening grave cried loudly to 
surviving friends, “ be ye also ready.” But, like too many others, 
he felt that he was not prepared for death. He had neglected reli- 
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gion, he had ruined his health, and wasted his tine in idiewess anc 
dissipation ; and was now tottering on the verge of the grave, wit 
no hope in the Saviour. While he gazed with streaming eyes on 
the remains of his departed sister, as they descended to their davh 
abode, and thought of his own approaching end, he appeared to be 
tilled with remorse and terror; his heart shuddered with horror, in 
view of the dark prospect that opened before him; and he shivered 
as if chilled by the frosts of winter, or as if he already feit the cold 
icy hand of death. What would he now give for the Christian hope ? 
An empire, or a world would be nothing in comparison. But alas ! 
itis not to be purchased with earthly goods; and reformation in 
his case seems as hopeless, as changing the spots of the leopard, or 
washing the sable stain from the skin of the Ethiopian. 

Vi hat does it now avail him that he could once trifle with the 
idea of eternity, among his theugiitless companions, and “laugh at 
the poor bug-bear death,’ over the intoxicating bowl? Notwith- 
standing all his efforts, reflection has, at last, overtaken him ; death 
is staring him in the face, and what pleasure does it afford him now, 
to think that he could ence despise the idea of an hereafter? Ah! 
it is this that now bites like a serpent, and stings like an adder! 
it is the refiection that he has spent his life in sinful pleasures, 
which now fills him with the keenest anguish ; and which will be 
to him, unless prevented by a miracle of grace, a source of unceasing 
torment through everlasting ages. : 

O when will vain mortals learn to reflect in season! when wil! 
they be wise! and instead of laying up fuel for the flames of Divine 
vengeance, “be laying up in store a good foundation against the 
time to come !”” 

Peace! peace, to the departed saint, (I exclaimed, as I left thie 
hallowed spot, to pursue my journey,) “for she rests from her !a- 
bours, and her works do foilow her ;”? but wo to those who neglect 
a timely preparation for the great event of death, s. T. 
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THE PILGRIM. 


AMONG the banks of gaudy flowers 
That fringe these earthly plains, 
Beneath the shadowy thorny bowers 
Of Eden’s curst remains, 
How many hearts the fancied gardens biess 
tow few suspect them all a wilderness! 


For Satan artfully concealed 

Each sinful pleasure’s harm; 

And lest it frighten, if revealed, 

He glossed it with a charm ; 
And by the mystic spells he cast around, 
Man in fell blindness to his ruin bound 


The solitary Pilgrim’s eye 
Alone the gloom has riven, 








a —— 








The Pilgrim. Si 


Yruth’s narrow pathway to descry, 

Lit by a ray from heaven ;— 
A feeble ray of blended truth and love, 
Glimmering on earth from fields of light above. 


{ saw the pious Pilgrim’s tears, 

As pearls upon his cheek; 

1 saw his bosom big with fears, 

its deep emotions speak ; 
For he espied the wiles around him spread, 
And half despaired him of the flight he sped. , 


Isaw the dusky shades of eve 

O’ertake him faint, and lame ; 

And no kind covert to receive 

His worn and weary frame ; 
For few and scattered are the friends that dwell 
Along the path that leads away from Hell ! 


But as the cold and dampening ground 
Became the good man’s bed, 
Celestial spirits hovered round, 
To pillow up his head ; 
Andin his ears they dropt the words of peace ; 
‘ Thy portion is a sweeter rest than this.’ 


T saw him rising, dight with dew, 

¥rom this lone couch of clay ; 

A book he from his bosom drew, 

To guide him on his way ; 
His eyes did glisten as they traced the line, 
With pious joy and mingled hope divine. 


And he would close that precious book, 

And raise those glistening eyes, 

With cheerful smile and longing look, 

Cast homeward to the skies. 
Cheerful—for then he saw his journey’s end ; 
And wishful—for he would its joys were gained. 


Methought that such a transient glance 
Must aggravate his lot, 
And that the quick retiring trance 
Would take the joys it brought ;— 
But no; for though the vision died away, 
'ts lustre long round other scenes did play. 


And while he longed for Heaven the more, 
And wished himself away, 
Yet earth a milder aspect wore, 
And happier seemed his stay ; 
In his rough path each arduous crag more higii, 
Secmed but the shorter passage to the sky. 


Thus onward still the Pilgrim goes, 
Persisting ’till the day, 
When heaven’s gate shall on him close, 
And shut his fears away. 
0 rich reward for all his tears and pains, 
No dwell with Angels and to join their strains! +H? 
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LATE MISSIONARY INTELLIGENCE. 
¥rom the London Missionary Chronicle, for March, 1822. 


; SOUTH AFRICA—trne Paart. 
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Extract of a Letter from the Rev. Evan Evans, Missionary at this 
place; dated 12th Sept. 1821. 


« THE attendance on the means of grace continues to increase. 
‘The number of hearers in the village and vicinity amounts on an 
avarage to about 1100 whites and 1200 blacks ; ; in fact there are few 
now to be found who have not attended several times. Last year 

a very neat chapel was built in the Wagon-maker’s valley, which 
will contain upwards of 300 hearers, Our Directors (of the Paarl 
Auxiliary Missionary Society) are desirous of having our chapel en- 
larged, or rather of building a new one ;’—But Mr. E. states the dif- 
ficuity of procuring sufficient pecuniary aid, and proposes some in- 
genious vlane for the purpose. 

There are, it appears, about 5000 heathen in the Paarl and its vi- 
cinity. There are 175 slaves and free blacks on the school list; but, 
as many of them are obliged to come only in turn, the attendance in 
general is from 40 to 80. Most of them are learning the Catechism 
and Hymns. Several can repeat the whole Epistle to the Ephe- 
sians. It is encouraging to see that many, both of the children and 
adults, are indefatigable 3 in their exertions, and it is hoped that many 
will follow their sood example. 

Mr. Evans says, “The week before last I spent a few days with 
the Rev. Dr. Philip, at Cape Town. [I was exceedingly rejoiced to 
see that they have commenced building the chapel. His labours 
have been very much blessed there. It is delightful to see the res- 
pectable congregation that attends. On sabbath evening the place 
is crowded, ‘and { have no doubt that, when the chapel is finished, 
the attendance will be thrice as numerous. It is very pleasing to 
observe the improvement which has taken place in Cape Town du- 
ring the last two or three years. Mr. Beck’s labours among the 
Dutch inhabitants of the town, as well as among the slaves, “have 
been crowned with the blessings of the Almighty. Their large cha- 
pel is often too small to contain the congregation.” 

Mr. E. then states his want of more Dutch Tracts, which he has 
excellent opportunities to circulate; and he says he has reason to. 
hope that those he had dispersed had been useful to many. Several 
instances have come tohis knowledge. Mr. E. then relates the fol- 
Jowing account of 


Lhe happy Death of a Female Hottentot Slave. 


Jan. 26. I baptised a female slave at Great Drakenstem, and 
May 20, six more, in our chapel—two men and four women. Their 
walk and conversation hitherto adorn their profession, and having, 
as I trust, received the love of Christ in their own hearts, they are 
zealous in persuading others to follow their example, and dedicate 
themselves to the service of the Lord. 
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We enjoy most delightful seasons when we commemorate the d y- 
ing love of our blessed Redeemer. I have always observed that the 
odliuation of the Lord’s Supper has a most remarkable influence 
on the minds of the heathen, even of those who are only observers, 
and are as hard as stones under other means of grace. 

The female slave whom I baptized in Great Drakenstein died 
lately, rejoicing in the hope of everlasting glory. It was most plea- 
sant to witness her experience in her last days. After having been 
for some time troubled with doubts and fears, she was enabled, 
through grace, to put her whole trust in the Saviour, and to proclaim 
his praises to all around her. 

Shortly before her dissolution she called her children, and spoke 
to them im such a pathetic and earnest manner as drew tears from 
every eye. After entreating the blessing of Almighty God on each 
of them, she turned to her eldest and said, “ Hitherto you have been 
the cause of great grief to me, for your heart is as hard as a mill- 
stone. All my advices have been in vain, yet still I do not despair. 
Very probably this is the last time your mother will ever speak to 
you in this world; therefore, I pray you, consider your ways, and 
what their end will be. Death will call you shortly as he is now 
calling your mother ; but consider how you would meet him, suppose 
he were to call you this day. Could you meet his —s weapons 
with that serenity and peace of mind your mother can? I fear not; 
yea, I am sure not. And what is the reason that the fear of death is 
taken away from me? It is the Lord Jesus, who came into the 
world to seek and to save that which was lost, who found me also, 
when I was travelling the broad road in which you are walking at 
present. He drew me with the cords of his love out of the pit of 
corruption, and brought me to seek salvation through that blood 
which he shed on Calvary, to purify sinners from all iniquity. O 
yes! this ig the fountain which is opened for sin and uncleanness, 
and the streams of these living waters now make my soul to rejoice 
in the midst of all tribulations, and to meet the king of terrors with- 
out fear or dismay. ‘Therefore, my dear son, yea, all my children, 
and all present, seek the Saviour while he is to be found, call upon 
him while he is near; his blood cleanseth from all sin ; he is able to 
save to the uttermost; he willin no wise cast out those who come to 
him; his arms are open to receive you as freely as he received an 
unworthy and sinful creature such as | am; therefore come all to 
him, he knocks continually at the door of your hearts. I can assure 
you he is a good master; he is the best King; you will never be ti- 
red of his service. But if you despise his great salvation, you will 
be forever miserable. Oh seek him now! seek him now! and do 
not delay a day longer, for he says himself that his enemies shall be 
as chaff; and further, “ Because [have called, and ye have refused. 
I have stretched out my hands and no one regarded; but ye have 
set at nought all my counsels, and would none of my reproof ; T wil! 
also laugh at your calamity, and will mock when your fear cometh.”’ 

‘Together with these she recited some other broken passages of 
the same chapter, which she could recollect. Thus she went on, 
xs far as her strength would permit, either rejoicing in the Lord, o 
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praying, or admonishing those around her, until her soul was loosed 
from the earthly tabernac le, and took its flight, as we have every 
reason to hope, to the re; zions of everlasting bliss. 

She was possessed of a retentive memory 3 and during the: lasi 
months of her life delighted greatly in religious conversation, the 
benefit of which she experienc ced even to her dying moment. 

It would far exceed the limits of a letter to write all, or even half 
of the precious words which she spoke. Some irreligious persons 
were heard to say, that Lea Elizabeth (for that was her name) musi 
certainly be in happiness, for it was like a little heaven upon earth 
to be near her, particularly in her last illness. A more delightful 
scene can se arcely be conceived than that which her appearance 
presented to our view,—a poor, and completely worn-out slave, 
without any of the pomps and vanities of this world about her, sit- 
ing or lying on her mattress ; yet, at the same time, an heir of an 
everla sting kingdom, and beginning to feel those joys which shall 
never cease, and about to participate in that glory which shall never 
fade away. 

One day she said, “ Yes, yes, I am but a slave on earth, but I 
lave a good hope, through grace, that I have been made free indeed 
through. the blood of the Lamb, and that hereafter I shall sit with 
my blessed and glorious Redeemer in his heave ‘nly kingdom, never 
to be separated. > Twas quite astonished at the progress she had 
made in the knowledge of divine things, and so were all who heard 
her. 


CRUEL TREATMENT OF AGED HEATHEN. 


IN the Journal of Lewis and Clark, it is related of the Sioux 
and some other Indian tribes on the Missouri, that “as they are 
setting out for some new excursion, where the old man is unable to 


follow, his children, or nearest relations, place before him a piece of 


meat and some water , and telling him that he has lived long enough, 
that it is now time for him to go “home to his relations, who can take 
vetter care of him than his friends on earth; leave him, without re- 
morse, to perish when his little supply is exhausted.”?> How differ- 
ent is such conduct from the spirit of the command, “ Honour thy 
father and thy mother,” and from the example of Him, who, while 
enduring the” agonies of the cross, commended his mother to the 
care of the belov ed disciple ! ! Who, that lives in a Christian coun- 
iry, can contemplate instances like these without feelings of grati- 
tude and compassion arising in his breast ? 

Ye aged, can you look around you on dutiful children, and chil- 
dren’s children, it may be “ to the fourth generation,’ and not feel 
desirous, before you go hence, to be here no more, to do something 
“- ards sending the gospel to the wretched heathen ? 

Ye youth, who have often hastened with eager steps to the dwel- 
ing of vour father’s fa ~ and have delighted i in receiving the ca 
esses of the old gray-headed man, and akind g erandmother’s tokens 
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Be wise to-day. 3 


of affection, will you lay aside this paper without resolving to do 
something for the relief of yonder aged sufferer, whose morsel of 
meat is consumed, or that poor sickly Greenland mother, whose 
children are about to bury her alive! 


BE WISE TO-DAY. 


TO the person who realizes the worth of the soul, nothing is so 
painful as to see the indecision of a great part of mankind with re- 
gard to subjects of everlasting moment. When told that they are 
sinners, and exposed, every instant, to the wrath of an angry God ; 
when invited to the arms of a Saviour and the eternal joys of hez- 
ven, their language is, not that they intend to neglect the subject 
wholly, but that they cannot attend to it now. ‘Thus they delay, 
and their souls are lost for ever. 

It is‘ not my design, in these few lines, to enter into a particular 
discussion of the subject of procrastination ; but [ shall merely re- 
late an anecdote, which may serve as a warning to those who can- 
not be prevailed upon to make their peace with God now, but are 
waiting for “a more convenient season.” 

Mr. B , a Missionary, was travelling in one of the Western 
2 under the necessity: of calling at a mill to shelter 





states ; and bein 
himself from a fall of rain, entered into conversation with the mil- 
ler ; and having observed that he should that evening preach a lec- 
ture at a neighbouring house, asked him if he would not attend: 
The miller replied, “my business is very urgent, and I must work 
all night; but,” rejoined he, “ As to-morrow is Sunday, [ wil! 
then attend with pleasure.” With an emphasis solemn as death, 
Mr. B. answered, “ Zo-morrow is not yours! To-morrow is not 
yours!”? “1 am not afraid I shall die before morning,” said the 
other, and added, “I shall not leave my work to attend to religion.” 
Finding his efforts vain, Mr. B. took him by the hand and said, “ In 
the hands of a merciful God I leave you. I have cleared my gar- 
ments of your blood, and if you perish, you perish wilfully.” Say 
ing this, Mr. B. rode off. He had not, however, proceeded far, be- 
fore a flood came, (there being at that time a freshet) and swept the 
mill down the stream, and the man into eternity ! ! 

Dying sinner! read this; and awake to your alarming situation. 
Your ETERNAL ALL is at stake, and by a momeni’s delay you may 
sink, to rise no more. By a moment’s delay, you may lose happi- 
ness, God, and heaven. “ O that you were wise! thal you under - 
stood these things, that you would consider your latier end !”” 


HONEST CONFESSION. 


iN the month of Mav last, the Rev. Mr. ***** informed me, tiat 
he was sent for to visit one of his parishioners, who, for a short time, 
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had been inquiring what he should do to be saved? He informed the 
minister, that for several days he had been trying to commence 
family prayers ; a duty which he had neglected all his life ; and that 
after much opposition from his own heart, he had taken up this cross 
and had begun the path of duty. “ And,” said he, continuing the 
conversation, “ one of my daughters lately ceme home on a visit, 
and is now under deep convictions. Two nights ago, about ten 
o’clock, [ heard a noise up stairs, in the room where the boys slept; 
and supposing that one of them was unwell, | went up and asked 
what was the matter ? [ was told no one was sick, and came down 
again. [heard the noise a second time, and enquired, who made 
the noise =”? “ It was [, father,” said my son, about twelve years 
of age. “ And why did you make it?” “ Because [ am sucha 
great sinner, father; | do not know what to do; what shall I do, 
father:’? “ And,” said the father to the minister, “ I was such a 
great sinner myself, that I could not tell him what to de.’ A. 
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ORIGINAL ANECDOTE. 


THE Rev. Mr. B. being on a visit to the Springs m the westerr 
part of the State of Pennsylvania, was going one sabbath to a neigh 
bouring town to preach. [t was on the great public road that leads 
trom Philadelphia to Pittsburg, which is constantly thronged with 
large baggage wagons. Observing one of these before him, travel- 
ling the same way, he thought he would reprove the driver for tra 
velling upon the sabbath. Riding up to him in great haste, he ear- 
nestly accosted him thus, Push on my friend, push on wiih all your 
might, there is a messenger ufter you and will soon overtake you. 
The Rev. Mr. B. by this time had passed him and was going on. 
The waggoner was very much surprised, and requested him to stop. 
He checked his horse a little, and repeated the same words. The 
waggoner, much agitated, ran after him and told him that he had 
not been stealing, and wished to know what messenger was afte: 
him? Stopping his horse at this time, he addressed him in the fol- 
towing impressive manner: “ Yes, you have been stealing: You are 
now encroaching upon the Lord’s day, and violating his command - 
ments. This is the day the Lord hath made: these are the hours 
he calls his own. He has commanded you to remember the Sab- 
bath day, to keep it holy: six days shalt thou labour and do all thy 
work, but the seventh day is the Sabbath of the Lord thy God; in 
it thou shalt not do any work: And here you are, attending upon 
your worldly business, stealing the time in which vou ought to be 
engaged in worshipping God. The messenver of Death is afte: 
you, and will soon overtake you, when you will have to give an ac- 
count of the manner in which you have spent this day.” This time 
ty repreof took effect. ‘The waggoner was sensible of his guilt, anc 
promised never again to travel upon the Sabbath. 
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Exhortation-—The Man of Humility. o7 


EXHORTATION AGAINST EXCESSIVE SORROW. 


LET not your thoughts dwell continually upon your distresses 
and afflictions. Suffer not the chambers of your soul to be ever 
hung round with dark and dismal ideas; chew not always the 
wormwood and the gall ; but remember the many temporal mercies 
you enjoy, and the rich treasures of grace in the py Survey 
the immortal blessings of pardon of sin, and eternal life; the love of 
God, and the hope of heaven. Look sometimes on those brighter 
scenes; suffer not your sorrow to bury all your past and present 
comforts in darkness and oblivion. Thankfulness is one way to joy. 

Remember, if you are a Christian indeed, the springs of your 
grief cannot flow cal the hour of death will dry them all up. The 
last moment of this mortal life is a certain and final period to sor- 
row. Converse much among the mansions and joys of the invisible 
world, and your hope which is laid up there: the very gleamings of 
that glory will brighten the darkest providences, and relieve the 
soul under its sharpest pains. 

Compare your miseries with your sins, and then you will think 
them lighter. You will learn then to bear your burdens with a 
more serene and peaceful mind, and turn your sorrows into repen- 
tance for sin. But, alas! we aggravate our sufferings, and extenu- 
ate and excuse our sins: whereas sufferings would appear lighter, 
if we did but consider how much heavier evils we have deserved 


from the hands of a hely and offended God. 
Doctrine of the Passions. 
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THE MAN OF HUMILITY. 


EUDOXUS is a gentleman of exalted virtue and unstained repu- 
tation ; every soul that knows him speaks well of him: he is so 
much honoured, and so well beloved in his nation, that he must flee 
his country, if he would avoid praises. So sensible is he of the 
secret ee that has tainted human nature, that he holds himself in 
perpetual danger, and maintains an everlasting watch. He behaves 
now with the same modesty as when he was unknown. and obscure. 
He receives the acclamations of the world with such an humble 
mein, and with such an indifference of spirit, that is truly admira- 
ble and divine. It is a lovely pattern, but the imitation is not easy 
I took the freedom, one day, to ask him, how he acquired this won- 
drous humility, or whether he was born with no pride about him ? 
« Ah! no, (said he, with a sacred sigh,) I feel the working peison, 
but I keep my antidote at hand; when my friends tell me of many 
good qualities and talents, I have learnt from St. Paul to say, What 
have I that Ihave not received? My own consciousness of many 
follies and sins constrains me to add, What have J that I have not 
misimproved ? And then reason and religion join together to sup- 
press my vanity, and teach me the proper language of a creature 
and a sinner—/? hat then hare Ite glory ia?” 

-  “Viseellaneous Thowehts. 
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3 Lirtracts, &e. 


Lxliact of a Letter to the Editor, dated New-¥ork, Aprit 
20th, 1822. 


«SABBATH before last I spent in New-York. It was a precious 
day to many souls; sixty were added to Dr. Spring’s church, on 
profession of their faith ; twelve by letter, making an acquisition of 
seventy-two. At the Rev. Mr. Cox’s, Spring-Street, I attended ; 
it was a solemn season; the whole afternoon was taken up in receiv- 
ing the new members, baptising, and administering the ordinance of 
the Lord’s Supper. Thirty-six, on profession oi faith, seventeen 
by letter and certificate were received. Ten of those were baptised : 
one Roman Catholic, one Methodist, were of the number. In the Rev. 
Mr. Baldwin’s congregation a work of grace is going on. Eight 
were received last communion; several are rejoicing in hope, and 
many under serious impressions. Great is the grace and pure the 
word of him who hath promised to give his Holy Spirit to them that 
ask in faith, nothing wavering. Christians are only to blame. The 
glorious work of revival and reformation would be going on in every 
place, if christians were faithful to God, te their own souls, and 
to those around them.” 
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Extract of a Letter to the Editor, dated Philadelphia, Aprit 
17th, 1822. 


« The thick gloom of this region seems to be broken, and I hope 
the darkness which has so long covered the people, is about to be 
driven back by the powerful light of the Sun of Righteousness. 

In Mr. Patterson’s congregation many are anxious, and forty or 
fifty have recently found peace, as we hope, in Christ. 

In Mr. Skinner’s, and in Mr. Chandler’s congregations, also, 
there are hopeful appearances.” 


— i 


THE Rev. Mr. P , travelling in a neighbouring State, put up 
one night at a public house in the town of 5 , Where were a 
number of young gentlemen assembled, who were unusually profane. 
He inquired of them if the laws of the State did not “hagas pro- 
fane swearing? The reply was, they did not know. He then ob- 
served to them that he concluded the laws of God were binding. 
tt is hardly necessary to observe that this gentle reproof had the 
desired effect. 
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Answers are solicited to the following Questions. 


HOW far ought christians of different denominations to extend 
the hand of fellowship, according to the Word of God? 

What course of conduct and exertions has God most usually 
essed, in promoting revivals of religion ? 














Poetry. —Sabbath Schools. 39 
TO THE PLLGRIM. 


PILGRIM, burthen’d with thy sin, 
Come the way to Zion’s gate ; 
There, *till Mercy Iet thee in, 
Knock, and weep, and watch, and wait. 


Knock, He knows the sinner’s cry ; 
Weep, He loves the mourner’s tears ; 
Watch, for saving grace is nigh; 
Wait, ’ull heavenly light appears. , 


Hark ! it is the Bridegroom’s voice, 
Welcome, Pilgrim, to thy rest; 

Now within the gate, rejoice; 
Safe, and seal’d, and bought, and blest. 


Safe from all the lures of vice; 
Seald by signs the chosen know , 

Bought by love, and life the price; 
Blest the mighty debt to owe. 


Holy Pilgrim! what for thee, 
In a world like this remains ? 
From thy guarded breast shall flee 
Fear, and shame, and doubt, and pains. 


Fear, the hope of heaven shall fly; 
Shame, from glory’s view retire ; 

Doubt, in certain rapture die ; 
Pains, in endless bliss expire. 


FOR THE PILGRIM. 
SABBATH SCHOOLS. 


AMONG the benevolent institutions, which have so highly dis 
ce gy the present age, that of Sabbath Schools ranks with the 
highest. This, like the vernal overflowing of fertilizing streams, 
assures the hope of a fruitful harvest. 

It is deeply to be regretted, that an institution of such promising 
utility, should be destitute of a regular system of operation. Those 
Societies which have taken the lead in converting the world, owe 
the triumphs of their success, under the divine blessing, to the influ- 
ence of united efforts, while Sabbath Schools have laboured under 
all the embarrassments resulting from the want of such combination. 
Notwithstanding this improvement has been so frequently suggested 
to the public, yet, with few exceptions, no effectual system has been 
brought into operation. I would now ask, what objection can there 
be against a Sabbath School union, composed of several towns each ; 
and that delegates from each society or town, by appointment, meet 
at least twice a year to consult the best way he managing the 
Schools, to awaken interest, accelerate improvement, and to seck 
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40 Sabbath Schools. 


the influence of the Hoiy Spirit upon their exertions’ 1s ie respon 
sibility of ‘ training up children in the way the -y should go,’ of so 
little moment as not to authorize such efforts 

Is it probable that the best mode of sre Sabbath Schools 
will be discovered and brought into practice, without the united ex 
perience of those who are most active in conducting them? Who 
can be sensible of these obligations, and still fold his hands, do 
nothing, and pray in faith, “Thy will be done” ? 

The opening Spring invites to invigorated labour in Sabbath 
Schools. Their success through the season depends much, very 
much, upon the sammie with which they commence. Generally, it 


is visionary to expect that the youth wi ill be engaged in acquiring 
religious know ledeve, unless they catch the fame from their parents 
The following Constitution is proposed, as affording some hints, 


in regard to the best mode of conducting these Schools. 

Art. I. There shall be a Standing Committee of three, to super 
intend the School. One of whom shall be the minister of the Soct- 
ety. The other two shall be named by him. 

Arr. If. One of this Committee shall perform the duty of Secre 
tary and Treasurer. 

Arr. IIL. It shall be the duty of the Standing Committee to ap 
point the Teachers, and see that the Scholars are collected and or- 
ganized into classes, to attend the School punctually, and give such 
directions and instructions as they may think proper. 

Art. IV. It shall be the duty of the Treasurer to take the charge 
of the money designed tor the benefit of the School, and by the d- 
rection of the Committee, purchase premiuins for the Scholars. 

Art. V. The Secretary shall keep a list of all the Scholars, and 
record all the important transactions of the School, and shall ees { 
the state of the School, as often as the superintend: ints shall direc 

Art. VI. It shail be the duty of the Teachers to take the charge 
of their respective classes every Sabbath, keep an accurate account 
of the recitations of each Scholar, and make a summary siatement 
to the Secretary, every month, of the good behaviour and improve 
ment of their several classes. 

Art. VII. There shall be a meeting of the Superintendents and 
Teachers immediately after the preparatory lecture, each month 
Certificates shall then be given to the Schoiars according to their 
pr oficiency. 

Arr. VIII. Every year, at the close of the School, there shail be 
1 public meeting of the Superintendents, Teachers, Scholars and 


Spectators. A sermon or address shall be exven on the occasion: 
ind the Secretary shall report the state of the School and i improve- 
nent of the Scholars. Premiums shall then be given according 


‘o the amount of tickets presented. 
Arr. LX. ‘The Scholars may give the value of their tickets to the 
ae omg of Heathen Youth, or receive it in books. 
Anr. X. Two of the Superintendents shall attend the semi-an- 


val mre etings of the “Sabbath Schoo] Unien.”? 
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Blessed is he that watcheth and keepeth his garment 

















